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THE AMERICAN ADVOCATE OF PEACE AND ARBITEATION. 



THE ANGELUS. 

LUCr LARCOM. 

What heart can linger in a hush like this, 
And say that earth is all ? A, trance of bliss 
Suffuses even the stubble and the clod ; 
The atmosphere is as the peace of God. 

A dew of worship rises from the ground ; 
The tender light is tremulous with sound 
Borne from beyond the sunset, far within 
The Holy Place no foot of man may win. 

The peasant boy hath turned'%is face away 
From the soul-searching glance of dying day ; 
But the bell's pleading melody he hears. 
And friendly shadows veil his half-shed tears. 

The maiden bows in chrismal radiance warm, 
Virgin through every fibre of her form ; 
Her homely robes with tints of heaven are bright ; 
She hath no thought that is not born of light. 

Listen ! Within that throb of far-ofi' sound 
A Presence lingers ! Earth is holy ground ! 
God's voice is audible in this calm air ; 
It is His Spirit makes the world so fair. 

Ah ! wondrous touch of penetrative art, 
That fuses life, through every meanest part, 
In glory of the unutterable whole ! — 
Thanks, painter ! for a picture with a soul ! 

— Congregationalist. 



INCOMPLETENESS. 

JAMES CLAKENCE HAEVEY. 

I wonder if ever a song was sung but the singer's heart sang 

sweeter ! 
I wonder if ever a rhyme was rung but the thought surpassed the 

metre ! 
I wonder if ever a sculptor wrought till the cold stone echoed his 

ardent thought ! 
Or if ever a painter with light and shade the dream of his inmost 

heart portrayed ! 

I wonder if ever a rose was found and there might not be a fairer ! 
Or if ever a glittering gem was ground and we dreamed not a rarer ! 
Ah ! never on earth do we find the best, but it waits for us in the 

land of rest; 
And a perfect thing we shall never behold till we pass the portals 

of shining gold. 



CONSCRIPTION IN GERMANY. 

Military conscription is being enforced In Germany with 
more than usual stringency. A Cologne correspondent of 
the London News says it is a pitiful spectacle to see the 
squads of German conscripts at the various stations await- 
ing enforced transportation from home and friends. They 
look more like convicts on the way to jail than recruits 
for the army of the Empire, and as they are surrounded 
by throngs of weeping and wailing relatives the cruelty of 
the system forces itself on the mind of the observer. 
Just now these conscripts are being driven to the military 
depots in droves from all parts of Germany, and sadness 
reigns in every village and hamlet. 



A LIFTING TIDE. 

Whene'er a noble deed is wrought. 
Whene'er is spoken a noble thought. 
Our hearts in glad surprise 
To higher levels rise. 

Honor to those whose words or deeds 
Thus help us in our daily needs, 
And by their overflow 
Raise us from what is low. 

— Longfellow. 



WOMEN AND WAR. 



VriLLXAM LLOYD GARRISON. 



For a sober estimate of the real nature of war, apart 
from the romance of the drum and bugle, the words of 
Guy de Maupassant, the greatest living French writer, 
seem to me the best I have ever read : 

"When I but think of this word war, there comes upon 
me a feeling of astonishment, as if one were speaking of 
witchcralt or the Inquisition, something long ago ended, 
abominable, monstrous, against nature. When we speak 
of cannibals, we smile with pride to think of our superior- 
ity to these savages? Who are the savages, — the real 
savages? Those who fight in order to eat the conquered, 
or those who fight in order to kill, merely to kill? Those 
little conscripts who are marching by yonder are destined 
to death as certainly as the troops of sheep the shepherd 
drives along the same road. They are going to fall in 
some meadow, with a head split open by a sabre-stroke, 
or a chest pierced by a bullet ; and they are young men 
who might be working, producing, being useful. Their 
fathers are old and poor ; their mothers, who for twenty 
years have loved them, adored them as mothers adore, 
will learn in six months or a year, perhaps, that the son, 
the boy, the big boy brought up with such care, so much 
money, so much love, has been thrown into a ditch, like a 
dead dog, after having been ripped open by a cannon- 
ball, and trampled on, crushed, pounded into pulp, by 
charges of cavalry. Why did they kill her boy, her 
handsome boy, her only hope, her pride, her life? She 
does not know. Yes — why? War? To fight, to murder, 
to massacre men ! And we have to-day, in our epoch, 
under our civilization, beneath the acme of science and 
of philosophy to which we flatter ourselves human-kind 
has attained, schools where they teach how to kill, to kill 
from great distances, with accuracy, quantities of men at 
once, — to kill without judicial sentence poor innocent 
devils with families dependent on them. ... A genius at 
massacre, Von Moltke, replied recently to some peace 
delegates in these incredible words : 

•' 'War is holy, of divine origin ; it is one of the world's 
sacred laws ; it arouses among men all the noble senti- 
ments, honor, disinterestedness, virtue, and courage, and, 
in one word, hinders them from sinking into the most 
hideous materialism.' 

"So, then, to gather in armies of four hundred thou- 
sand men, to march without rest, night and day, think- 
ing of nothing, studying nothing, reading nothing, useful 
to nobody, covered with filth, sleeping in mud, living 
like brutes in continued mental vacancy, pillaging towns, 
burning villages, ruining people ; then to meet another 
agglomeration of human flesh, to charge upon it, to make 
lakes of blood, fields of battered flesh trampled into the 
mud and muddy earth ; to have your arms or legs carted 
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off, your skull smashed, without profiting anybody, and 
then to die in some fence-corner, while your wife and 
children perish of hunger, — that is what is called 'not 
sinking into the most hideous materialism' ! Soldiers are 
the scourge of the world. We struggle against nature, 
against ignorance, against obstacles of every kind, to 
make this wretched life of ours less wretched. Men, 
philanthropists, scientists, use up their days in working, 
searching for something to save or soothe their brothers. 
They go enthusiastically about their useful labors, piling 
discovery on diseoverj', enlarging human wisdom, broad- 
ening science, giving their country every day some new 
piece of learning, — prosperity, gladness and vitality. 
Then comes war : in six months the generals have de- 
stroyed twenty years of effort, of patience, of genius. 
This is what is called 'not sinking into the most hideous 
materialism' ! ... To enter a country, to murder a man 
who is defending his house, because he wears a blouse 
and hasn't a helmet upon his head, to burn down the 
dwelling of wretches who have no bread to give, to smash 
furniture or steal it, to drink the wine you find in the 
cellars, violate the women you find in the streets, burn up 
millions of francs into ashes, and then march off, leaving 
behind you desolation and the cholera, — that is what is 
called ' not sinking into the most hideous materialism' !" 

It is because, Mr. President, women abhor war and 
cruelty of all kinds by instinct, while men, made by 
nature to endurance, have to be educated to compassion ; 
because woman's humane and truth-loving voice will be 
found, oftener than man's opposing violence and savage- 
ry, that we should give her the power of exercising in a 
positive way the opposition she now can offer but in her 
husband's or her son's house. When they say that a 
woman cannot vote because she cannot fight, we answer 
that the civilization of the future will look upon war as 
we now look upon the slave-trade. Mr. President, we 
are not merely seeking to add to the suffrage a couple 
of million more voters intent on the spoils of office and 
careless of civic prosperity ; we are asking for the infu- 
sion into politics of a new kind of spirit, — that of dis- 
interestedness, virtue, gentleness and truth ; of the 
admission to a share in the government of a class of 
A'oters whose only purpose in asking it is to improve and 
dignify government. 

We are not endeavoring to make woman less womanly, 
but to make men more humane. We are not proposing 
to destroy the family, to wreck the home, or to alter the 
domestic relation ; but, brought up to believe with Jeffer- 
son that the ideal government is but an extended family 
sway, we can see no reason why the mother, who at home 
unopposed teaches her children the principles of morality, 
should be unfit to support morality with her voice or bal- 
lot in the greater family. We are not striving for the 
elevation of one sex over the other, or the separation of 
the sexes ; but living in a country whose laws are sup- 
posed to be based on the doctrine of absolute human 
equality, we can see no reason for not recognizing the 
equality of intelligence in both sexes. Not a govern- 
ment by men alone for men and women ; not a gov- 
ernment of women alone for women and men ; but a 
government by both for the benefit of all. " Liberty and 
Union, now and forever, one and inseparable." 

— Woman's Journal. 



Perfect love is charitable and forgiving, 
restrains selfishness. 



Perfect love 



OBSTACLES TO THE PEACE MOVEMENT IN 
ENGLAND. 

WILLIAM CLARK. 

Perhaps it would be useful if I were to state as clearly 
as I can the causes which make against peace so far as 
England is concerned, so that American friends of the 
peace movement can estimate the kind of difficulties to 
be contended against in England. 

First, there is the difficulty arising out of the curious 
structure of the British Empire — an empire scattered 
all over the globe and touching at a hundred points 
the territories of other powers 6r the lands inhabited 
by barbarous peoples. This empire too is all based on 
international trade ; destroy or weaken the trade of the 
empire and you destroy or weaken the empire. The 
American people, living in a self-contained territory with 
comparatively little international trade, can perhaps 
scarcely conceive what this state of things involves. 
There is not a week in the year in which some question 
does not arise in the British Empire which could never by 
any chance arise in the totally different political system 
of the United States. Now can these questions thus 
affecting the empire be subjected to arbitration ? Undoubt- 
edly they are capable of being so treated ; but the govern- 
ing classes in England are totally opposed to these impe- 
rial questions being submitted to external authority. 

We hear a great deal now of the admirable and pacific 
foreign policy of Lord Salisbury, of his peaceful agree- 
ments with Germany and France to partition Africa. 
And much too is made out of his offer to Mr. Blaine to 
have the Behring Sea dispute settled by arbitration. 
But be it observed Lord Salisbury only resorts to peace- 
ful arbitration when he has to deal with strong powers. 
He knows perfectly well that he cannot bully or insult 
Chancellor Caprivi or M. Ribot or Mr. Blaine with im- 
punity. To a strong power he roars as gently as any 
sucking dove, and at Berlin in par ticular will even turn 
his cheek to the smiter. But observe him when he has 
to deal with a weak power like Portugal. I am informed 
by a colonial office official who had something to do with 
the documents in the Anglo-Portuguese quarrel early in 
the year that England had not a vestige of right on her 
side in the dispute. But whether that be so or no, note 
the different way in which Lord Salisbury, applauded by 
all the governing classes, liberal and conservative alike, 
treated Portugal : his insolence, his threats, his lack of 
the common courtesy' showed to nations, not to speak of the 
complete absence of the knuckling suavity which he has 
displayed to the German Kaiser. No foreign office 
official sent to Lisbon as was sent especially to Berlin in 
the person of Sir P. Anderson, but a rude threat instead 
to despatch a British squadron to Portugal. 

England herself has no cause of quarrel with any 
people, and the English working-classes hate war 
and as a rule only go into the army because hunger or 
want of employment drives them there. But the big 
empire of which England is the nucleus is a constant 
cause of provocation and bloodshed. 

Within the last ten years Zulus, Boers, Kaffirs, Arabs, 
Egyptians, Burmese and others have been butchered 
simply on imperial grounds ; which means, be it observed 
on grounds of finance and trade, that markets ma3' be 
extended and bonds paid punctually to the international 
Shy locks of London. The only thing which prevents 



